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POSSESSIVE COWBOY 


My dad’s best friend is a possessive cowboy. He says 
you've got to be a territorial, controlling, possessive, 
obsessive, borderline stalker with a saddle full of self- 
confidence to survive as a cowboy in these parts. 


But when this older man alpha’s possessiveness turns 
into him telling this younger woman his true feelings 
about me for the first time, I’m not sure if it’s too much too 
fast even though | want him badly or if I’m ready to give my 
very own first time to the only cowboy I’ve ever wanted. 


But how will my dad react when his best friend is ready to 
cowboy up and tell him he wants my dad to give away my 
hand so my very first cowboy crush can possess me 
forever? 


*Possessive Cowboy is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger 


CHAPTER 1 


Cody 


| watch Cheyenne through my binoculars from across the 
prairie. 


She’s the only thing in this whole world that’s more beautiful 
and pristine than the lands of Wyoming where we live. 


I’ve been watching her ever since that twenty-first birthday 
party her father threw for her last month and I’d bet my 
entire farm she’s just as virginal as these lands we live on. 


And she’s going to stay that way until she’s mine. 
Guaranteed. 


She’ll never know the touch of another man. Never know 
what it feels like to have a boyfriend for two reasons. 


One I’m not a boy. 

And two we’re not going to date. 

| know what I want and I want her. | don’t waste time when 
it comes to anything and I’m especially not here to mess 
around with her 


She needs to know she’s mine and that’s that. 


But how can she be mine if she’s talking to three boys on 
her porch right now? 


| don’t like this one bit. 


“Yah!” | yell and Bullet, my horse, takes off towards her 
porch. 


He’s called bullet because a bullet is the only thing faster. 
And right now he can’t get me there quick enough. 


I’m going to put an end to these boys hopes right fucking 
now. 


CHAPTER 2 


Cheyenne 
“Thanks for your help with the homework, guys,” | say. 


“My pleasure,” Scott, Drew, and Justin say in unison. We all 
laugh. 


Scott leans in for a hug but suddenly pulls up short. 


A dark cloud rolls in and a flock of birds dart through the sky 
as a herd of deer shoot across the prairie. 


This can only mean one thing. 
A predator. 


These parts are full of all kinds of dangerous animals, but 
none other than the one that’s been hunting me lately. 


Cody, my dad’s best friend. 


Ever since my twenty-first birthday party last month his eyes 
have been glued to me. 


Doesn't he know | know he’s there? Watching. Listening. 
Analyzing. 


He’s everywhere. And he sees everything. 


Even the things he thinks | don’t want him to see. 


But | do want him to see those things. Everything. I’ma 
woman now and I want nothing more than to show him just 
how much of a woman I've become. 


The boys turn back at the sound of hoofs quickly closing the 
distance to my front porch. 


There’s only one horse in these parts that can run that fast. 
And there’s only one man who rides that horse. 


Bullet and Cody. 

“Who...who’s that?” Drew asks. 

“You boys best be going before there’s trouble,” | say. 
“Trouble?” 


“Please. Just..your truck,” I say. “I’m sorry. lIl see you 
tomorrow.” 


The sound of spurs and the soles of boots clanking down my 
front steps fills the air as the sound of those hoofs only get 
louder. 


The boys pick up their pace as they near their Ford F150 
before Scott dives behind the wheel, Drew throws himself 
into the passenger seat and Justin jumps in the back. 


They peel out as their truck spins wildly burning through my 
front grass as they hurry to get off my property before Cody 
arrives. 


He shoots them a look that | know they see in their rearview 
mirror, if they're crazy enough to look back. 


But right now the only crazy one is Cody. 
Unless you count me because I’m just as crazy for him. 


| call my college classmates boys, but at twenty-one years 
old and each one well over two hundred pounds and 
considerably above six foot these division one NCAA football 
players aren’t exactly boys. They’re corn fed young men 
with the size and strength to match. 


But no one comes close to Cody. | don’t even know how 
Bullet is able to walk with Cody on his back, let alone gallop, 
but somehow they make the perfect pairing. 


But | want to be Cody’s perfect partner The Bonnie to his 
Clyde. 


“Cheyenne,” he says as he maneuvers Bullet to the side as 
he comes to a quick stop. 


| feel the gust of wind that was trailing the two of them wash 
over me. | don’t know what’s faster...the two of them or the 
speed with which | feel a weakness in my knees when | catch 
a whiff of Cody’s scent in that gust. 


The prairie has an unmistakable fresh, earthy scent, but 
Cody has something that’s much more rugged. Like a forest 
in late fall. Like a campfire on a crisp autumn evening or the 
way a blanket smells that you wrap up in around that fire to 
stay warm. 


That’s Cody, and | want him to wrap his arms around me and 
ride off into the sunset with him. 


But Bullet’s no white horse. He’s black... dark...just like 
Cody. 


He’s not a man of many words and it scares people. 
It’s one of the reasons his only real friend in the world is my 


dad. Cody approached him back in kindergarten, asked him 
to be his friend, and my dad accepted. That was it. 


My dad said he once asked him why he didn’t have any 
other friends. 


Cody’s response? 


“| got you, Jackson. One of you is worth one billion of 
anyone else. You're the only friend | need.” 


‘Nuff said. That’s how Cody operates. One horse he rides. 
One kind of coffee he drinks... black, just like his soul is 
accused of being. One friend. And now it seems one 
woman. 


Me. 

“Cody,” | reply. 

“Bit cold to be wearing a shirt like that isn’t it?” he nods, but 
doesn’t look at my top. It’s not low cut but it’s low enough 
to show a hint of cleavage and | know he doesn't like it one 
bit. 


“It’s summer, Cody. It’s hot.” 


“Hot is how you look, Cheyenne. Too damn hot... especially 
around them boys.” 


a Cody—” 


“Here,” he interrupts tossing me a flannel shirt. “Put this 
on. And keep it on.” 


| catch it, but | don’t immediately put it on. 
“Cody, this is yours. Everyone knows it’s yours.” 


“Now it’s yours and soon everyone is going to Know you're 
mine too.” he says just before my dad comes out. 


“Cody,” my dad says stepping out onto the front porch. 
“Jackson,” he says nodding. 
He turns Bullet back towards where he came from. 


“Yah!” he says and Bullet takes off across the prairie like he 
was shot out of a gun. 


My dad shakes his head and watches as Cody quickly 
becomes a spec in the distance. 


“They broke the mold when they made that one. One ofa 
kind,” he says. 


They sure did. And he sure is one of a kind...and | want to 
be his one and only. 


“Time for dinner Better wash up,” my dad says. 


“Yes, dad,” | say as | walk through the screen door back into 
the house. 


What my dad doesn’t know is that my hands and face aren’t 
the only thing | need to wash. 


I’m going to need a fresh pair of panties. 


CHAPTER 3 


Cody 


The moment | saw her at that birthday party of hers | knew 
she would be mine. 


But of course she had to be the daughter of the man | hold 
in the highest regards. My blood brother since the day we 
cut and shook hands down by the creek in first grade. 


| take that kind of thing seriously and | know he does too. 


But now | don’t want to just be blood brothers. | want so 
much more. | want his very own flesh and blood... his only 
daughter. His only child. The little girl | held in my arms 
when she was born. The child he had when he was only 
eighteen. The girl who was just a cute kid all these years 
until something inside me just clicked last month. 


Snapped... that’s a much better word. 


And today | was ready to snap on those three boys. What in 
the hell is she doing wearing a shirt like that around them? 
Doesn't she know she’s mine? She sees the way | look at 
her She knows what she does to me. 


Doesn't she know how painful it is just be in the saddle on 
Bullet with an erection like that, let alone try and ride him to 
her? To claim her 


But there was her dad... again. 


Every time I’ve completely lost it and I’m ready to tell her 
how | feel he just appears out of nowhere. 


Just like he did today. 


| told myself a month ago I’d have my opportunity, but | 
haven’t. 


So | decided to take matters into my own hands. 
Fate? No time for it. 

Destiny? I'll make my own, thanks. 

And my destiny includes her and hers includes me. 


Not just includes. Encompasses entirety just like she’s taken 
up space inside my skull and dominated my thoughts 24/7. 


| can’t get her out of my head nor do I want to. 


But | need to get her into my bed. Make her mine once and 
for all and tell her dad. Tell him there’s no choice. Yeah, l'Il 
treat him with the respect any father deserves, especially 
him, but this is beyond that. There’s nothing anyone can 
say or do that can stop me now. 


She. Will. Be Mine 

Period. Full stop. Take it to the bank. Bet the farm on it. 

| have. I’ve got my entire farm on the line here. She’s sharp 
as a tack and | believe in her so much I’m already behind 


her. | believe in the research she’s doing over at the 
University of Wyoming here in Laramie. She’s already 


finished her Pre-Veterinary Medicine degree and next it’s on 
to her higher education and then she'll officially be a vet. 


Of course. She loves animals. That’s her character... 
peaceful... feminine... beautiful. 


And of all the animals she loves she loves those darn lambs 
the most. 


And | know why. 
That first day of school that little lamb followed her all the 
way into town for her first day as her dad and | followed in 


the distance in the truck. 


She wanted to walk. Wanted to be a “grown-up” at five 
years old back then when she was just starting school. 


But her attempt at being a grown up only made her more 
and more of a beautiful child that day. That crazy lamb 
following her 

They called her Mary that entire first year Mary and her 
little lamb and she loved that lamb and that lamb is what 
led her to find her life’s calling...to become a vet. 

But my life’s calling is to make her mine 

And part of making her mine is supporting her in every 
aspect of life, which is why I’m betting my entire farm on her 
research... her passion... her love for animals. 


And more importantly her love for me and my love for her. 


That’s what life’s all about 


Out in these parts you’re surrounded by animals of all kinds 
and you quickly realize we as people can play whatever 
games we want but at the end of the game we're animals 
too. We play the same mating games. We have families too. 


And there’s a mating game dancing around in my head all 
hours of the day and night telling me | need to get started 
on a family with her immediately. 


As in yesterday. 
And that’s why I’ve taken matters into my own hand. 


| had to. To survive in these parts you have to be territorial, 
just like animals are. You have to be controlling, just like a 
Shepherd. You have to be possessive, just like the alpha 
over his flock. And you have to be obsessive about their 
protection and well-being. 


And yeah. You have to be a borderline stalker How do you 
think mountain lions stay alive in these parts? How about 
black bears? They stalk their prey and when the time is 
right they pounce. And they attack with the self-confidence 
of an animal that already knows it’s going to win. 


And that’s how! am. I’m watching her. Ready for that 
moment to pounce, and I’ve been close before like | was 
earlier today. 


But sometimes you need to create your own opportunities 
and that’s exactly what I’ve gone out and done. 


And soon the time will be right...and when it is you can bet 
l'II be ready. 


CHAPTER 4 


Cheyenne 


The live streaming video camera from the barn beeps and | 
roll over in bed. 


Layla my lamb, who is now an ewe is due to give birth any 
time and it looks like that time is now 


| roll out of bed and look at the clock on the wall. Seven 
minutes after three in the morning. Of course she’d go into 
labor at this time, but I’m not complaining. 


| love animals and I love my Layla. | was there when she 
came into this world and l'Il be there when the baby she has 
today has her own babies. 


The lambing process is pretty straightforward and most ewes 
can do it on their own, but I’d never not be there by the side 
of one of my sheep. There’s always a chance of a 
complication plus | love seeing those little lambs come into 
the world. And it usually only takes an hour or up to maybe 
three or four for the entire process to be done. But it’s just 
so darn rewarding that I’d never miss it. 


| just love those lambs so much and | think it’s having an 
effect on me as well. | want a baby of my own. Or maybe 
that’s the Cody effect. Either way | get dressed and make 
my way out to the barn making sure not to wake my parents. 


When | arrive at Layla’s pen | notice something is off. 


Oh no! Did a mountain lion or some other predator get in? 
We've got the barn locked down and secured so tightly, but 
you never know the will of a hungry predator in these parts. 
| reach for my big flashlight and grab a gun. 

“Don’t shoot,” a deep gravelly voice says. 

“Cody?” 

“Yeah, it’s Cody. Who else would it be?” 

| set the gun down and make my way over to the pen. 
“Who else would it be? It’s not exactly like | was expecting 
you in the middle of the night in our barn.” | pause making 
sure this isn’t a dream... or some weird nightmare. “How did 


you get in?” 


“I’ve got my ways. You weren’t expecting anybody else out 
here were you?” 


I’m not sure if he means my mom or dad or some other guy? 
| don’t really care for his line of questioning, but | do like the 
tone that he uses to say it. It’s coming from a place of... 
jealousy. Cody is jealous. He wants me all to himself. 

“No,” | say. 

“Good, because the lambing is done.” 

“Done? She just started.” 


“She started about three hours ago.” 


“Impossible. | have a camera on her.” 


“| know. | have a camera on her too.” 
“What?” 


“You heard me. | have a camera in here too. When she 
started lambing | got here as soon as I could. | turned your 
camera, pointing it to another pen. | just turned it back 
right now when she was finishing...So you’d come out.” 


I’m not sure if | should thank him or call the cops. 


“How did you get a camera out here? Why did you put a 
Camera out here?” 


“I’ve got my ways and I’ve got my reasons.” 


“So that’s your answer to everything? You’ve got your 

ways. That’s all you’ve got to say and I’m supposed to 
accept it. Accept that you’re technically trespassing, but it’s 
okay because... you’ve got your ways?” 


“It’s not my answer to everything. That’s why I’m here.” He 
gets up off his knees from the hay next to Layla and moves 
closer to me. | feel my breath catch as a bit of moonlight 
from above shines through a crack in the ceiling and catches 
in his eyes. “I’m here because you’re the answer to 
everything and I won’t accept not having you as mine. Yeah, 
| may be trespassing but you started it when you started 
stomping around in my thoughts, wandering around in my 
mind all the time, and girl you never leave. You’re always 
there. You’re all | can think about and all | want to think 
about.” 


| look at his intensity and then | look down at his hands 
which still have the evidence of the work he’s done out here 


in my barn. Work that | should have been doing but he just 
handled it for me all by himself, and without even asking. 


“I’m gonna go over to the sink and wash up. And when I’m 
done we need to talk,” he says as he walks right past me, 
brushing against my arm and sending heat right through me 
even in the cool still of the night. 


| stay frozen in my position. Is this really happening? And 
here and now of all places? 


| look at those two little lambs that were just born and 
imagine the big, burly man who welcomed them into the 
world. Two creatures but oh so different. He was there for 
them when they needed him. He was their protector, 
making sure they were born properly and without 
complications. 


| watch as they nuzzle up to their mother They’re a little 
family now. 


And if I’m hearing what I think I’m hearing Cody wants the 
same... with me. 


CHAPTER 5 


Cheyenne 


| hold on to Cody tight from behind as Bullet races across 
the Laramie landscape under the pale moonlight. It’s such a 
beautiful night and to be able to experience it, and share it, 
with my ultimate man only makes it feel like more of a 
fantasy. 


Cody washed up quick and got me on the back of Bullet. He 
said we needed to get over to his place and then back to 
mine before the sunrise which is about a quarter to Six. 


| Know why. He knows my dad gets up with the sun and he 
wants me back at home in time so he doesn’t figure out 
where I’ve been. 


But there’s something | figured out long ago. | want Cody 
just as much as he wants me. 


He was always something of an uncle to me when | was 
growing up. He was feared by most everyone else, but to 
me he was so nice, generous, and kind. But he could also be 
a hard ass...fair, but hard. He told me I had to learn that 
nothing comes easy and sometimes he’d intentionally make 
things difficult on me. A kind of tough love that’s been lost 
in many parts of the world, but a kind of love we need to be 
taught out here at a young age to ensure survival. 


And Cody was there to teach me, right along with my dad. 


But when | got to be about seventeen Cody up and left. We 
all knew he was coming back, but never knew when for 
sure. He was the best cowboy the state had ever seen and 
apparently some other people saw him and noticed him too 
because they made him an offer to come down to New 
Zealand and train some of their cowboys down there... 
everything from cattle drives to mending fences. Cody 
could do it all and they wanted him to stay longer than his 
original contract too. 


But then another offer came in from Australia and Cody 
jumped all over it Suddenly his two years turned into three 
and then four. 


And although Cody never went to college, and sure never 
needed to, he must have figured four years was enough for 
those boys to get an education because after four years he 
came back...right in time for my birthday party. 


| never knew if he planned it that way or it was just a 
coincidence. 


But from the way he’s been acting since it seems a lot more 
like he planned it that way. 


| feel his thick oblique muscles and his strong abdominals as 
| hold on to his body tight. And what a body he has. I’d like 
to feel it without the layer of cotton between us. | know his 
muscles weren’t built in a gym, and | want to feel their 
rugged lines knowing they’re just as rugged as the lands we 
live on and as hard as the ground after a drought. 


But one night with him would be anything but a drought for 
me. | was wet just at his display of ownership of me the 
other day. It was alittle barbaric, probably sophomoric in 


some ways, and definitely had a bit of caveman to it, but it 
was all Cody. He sees what he wants and he takes it. 


And as he pulls the reins back on Bullet it’s clear he’s taken 
me to a different part of his property than his house. 


“What’s this?” | ask as he gets off Bullet and then carefully 
helps me down like a gentleman would a lady. 


“This? This is yours. All yours,” he says. 
“What?” 


He takes my hand without asking me and walks me toward 
the barn. 


My hand feels so small and feminine and tiny in his. 
Sometimes doing all this farm and ranch work makes me feel 
more like a man than a woman. I’m certainly a tomboy and 
I’m used to hanging around guys, but Cody always has a 
way of making me feel like a woman whenever he’s around. 
And he’s the only one who can do that for some reason. 


He never tells crude jokes around me. He always treats me 
with so much respect. And there’s also the fact that he’s so 
much bigger than! am. | can’t help but feel tiny and 
feminine when a big, burly man is standing next to me 
taking the lead all the time. 


Just like he is taking the lead now. Technically I’m not doing 
anything. He’s in complete control. He set up this meeting, 
put me on his horse, and now we're here at his place. 


| have a lot of things | have to do everyday. Decisions 
decisions...and more decisions | have to make whether 
that’s at home, at school, or anywhere else in my life. Cody 


is removing all of that right now. _He’s just doing... well, 
everything. 


And as much as I want to be a woman of the twenty-first 
century, one who can do everything for herself, it’s nice 
sometimes to just kind of sit back and let things happen. 


And | can do that with Cody because | trust him. | know he’s 
not going to let anything happen to me...nothing | don’t 
want. 


And do I ever want him and | sure as heck want to know 
what this is all about. 


CHAPTER 6 


Cody 


| push open the door to the big ol’ brand new barn I've built 
on the back of my property. It took a lot of hard work to 
build it so fast and a lot more work keeping it a secret. 


But | had to. | wanted to surprise her. | needed to see that 
look on her face when she saw that I’m the man who’s got 
her back. The man that believes in her. 


Her parents and | taught her lessons when she was a little 
girl, but now the tables have turned. She’s taken those 
lessons about life and the cowboy and cowgirl way of life 
and she’s expanded on them and now it’s her turn to be the 
teacher. 


“I've been watching the things you’ve been working on... 
studying your research about sheep and the uses of ethical, 
sustainable wool and way to not only increase production, 
but to do it in a way that it’s much better for the sheep. Ina 
human way that protects the animal.” | pause, ready to let 
her know how serious about this | am. “I want to be a part of 
that. A very small part. | want you to have a place where 
you can work on this full time with all the resources you 
need.” 


| watch as her eyes just scan the barn. It’s still pretty dark 
inside, but our eyes have adjusted to the lack of light and 
you can make out the general idea of just how massive and 
cutting edge this barn is. 


“But... how did you even...” 
“Know? I’ve been following your research papers,” | say. 


“But you were half-way around the world. And a lot of them 
weren’t even published.” 


“I've got friends in high places...low places too.” 
“What?” | ask. 


“| saw the published one and knew you were on to 
something. | did some digging and found out the school 
didn’t have enough funding or money to continue with what 
you were suggesting, but that was after you’d worked on the 
project for months and had produced a lot of work that 
wasn’t published.” 


She looks at the barn and the layout and | know what she’s 
thinking. 


“But this is exactly laid out in the way | recommended. You 
couldn’t have known that. You never saw that paper No 
one did.” 


“Like | said... l’'ve got friends in low places too.” 


“This isn’t a Garth Brooks song, Cody. This is my life! How 
did you find out about that?” 


“Dumpster diving. | paid a guy. That and I know a guy at 
the university in the tech department. He has access to the 
web servers, whatever that means. All I know is | had two 
guys with access to what you were working on. And they 
sent me all the updates. | worked through the math myself 
and it’s sound. | believe in this project and | believe in you. 


It needs to happen and I want it to happen. And it’s your 
work. Work you can do here...on my farm. Ourfarm.” 


She takes a step back and exhales hard. 


“Cody! Are you crazy? You were...were...spying on me! You 
were... Stalking me! And now you want to... what... be my 
business partner or something? Are you out of your mind?” 


“| already told you | am when it comes to you.” 


| reach my hand up to touch that beautiful, high cheekbone 
of hers but she pulls away. 


“Wait a second. | need to process this,” she says. 


She paces around the barn before stepping outside into the 
night to get some air. 


“Take me home. Please. | need time to myself right now.” 


“You don’t like it?” | ask feeling shattered. It’s like I’ve been 
run over by a combine, the thing backed up over me and ran 
over me again. | bet my entire life on this. | knew she was 
going to be so excited and so thrilled that | put all that 
money from my last four years of working like a man 
possessed into this. 


I’m not the best at reading women, but I don’t get the 
impression that she’s excited. This definitely isn’t the 
reaction | was expecting. But she’s a woman and | will 
always respect a woman and her wishes. 

“I can’t talk about this right now.” 


| extend my hand to walk her back to Bullet. 


“Not right now. It’s too much,” she says. 

We walk towards Bullet side by side, but not hand in hand as 
| want to. | want to feel her pulse beating in her veins. | 
want to feel the excitement in her words and in her step 
knowing | did this for her. 

But | get none of that. 


All | get is a quiet ride back to her place and an even lonelier 
ride back to mine. 


| crawl into bed just before sunrise, but | know that | won’t 
be falling asleep anytime soon. 


| may be crushed right now, but I’m not a quitter. 
And she’s not either. 


| know she wants to work on that project just as much as | 
want her...and she wants me. 


| just came on too strong. My desire for her, my obsession 
with her, was too overwhelming. 


But damn if I’m going to give up. | want her now just as 
much as ever. 


And I'm going to come up with a new plan to make her mine. 
And there’s no time to sleep. 
| jump out of bed just as quickly as | slid into it. 


| start the coffee pot and start pacing the kitchen floor. 


I’ve got work to do...the most important work of my life. 


Getting her in this house as my wife and making her mine... 
forever. 


And it starts...again... right now. 


CHAPTER 7 


Cheyenne 
That was the wildest ninety minutes ever. 


| slide back into bed hoping | can get a little bit of sleep 
before it’s time to wake up and go to class, but | can pretty 
much guarantee my sleeping for the night is done 


One the on hand | want to yell at Cody and ask him what the 
hell he was thinking. 


But on the other | want to wrap my arms around him and 
thank him all day and night for putting every penny he must 
have had into my dream. 


Just knowing how much he believes in me and that he’s 
willing to risk everything to pursue my dream with me hits 
me right in the chest, and it gives me even more self- 
confidence to continue. He’s inspired me, and kind of 
frightened me, at the same time. 


But | knew that when | saw the intensity in his eyes at my 
birthday party. 


His heart’s in the right place it’s just that I’m not used to 
someone pursuing things in life so strongly. Cody’s the only 
one | know like that and he’s been gone for four years so 
things were kind of normal, shall | say, without him around. 


Normal and completely not normal at the same time. 


I'd become used to his intensity, but I’d forgotten how 
strong it was. It wasn’t him that changed, it was me. | grew 
up and was around regular people the entire time he was 
gone. And regular is okay, it’s how a large majority of 
people live their lives, surrounded by great people who just 
want to live a nice life with their families. Nothing at all 
wrong with that and there’s a lot of happiness to it. 


But it lacks that intensity That intensity that someone like 
Cody brings to the table. He just comes on so strong 
sometimes. There’s no off switch when it comes to him and 
when he gets an idea in his head he goes all in on it, which 
is why he did what he did when it came to me. 


And it’s why he did it the way he did and without telling 
me. He wanted to surprise me, and oh did he ever surprise 
me all right. 

Shocked is more like the right word. Completely blew me 
away. But for a second there he did make me wonder if he’d 
turned Fatal Attraction crazy at the same time. 

But | know he’s not crazy, he’s just crazy for me. 

And that’s the way he shows it. What exactly? 

Love. 

| roll over onto my side and smile. Cody has his own quirks, 
idiosyncrasies, and a level of intensity that most men never 
will, but that’s what makes Cody Cody. 


And that’s how he expresses his love. 


And more importantly... it’s why I’ve fallen in love with him. 


CHAPTER 8 


Cody 


| stick the pitchfork into the straw and toss the fresh 
bedding into the stall. I’ve got the lambs coming in next 
week and | have to be ready for them... even if Cheyenne’s 
not. 


“The lambs are gonna love this place,” a voice says. 

| look up and there she is, standing in the doorway with the 
light from behind her lighting her up like the angel that she 
IS. 

My angel. 

“I thought I was the one stalking you,” | say. 

She smiles. 

“Well, you did teach me a lot of things when | was younger 
so | guess | learned from the best.” She pauses as | flash her 
a smile. | can’t remember the last time | actually smiled, but 
it makes sense. It’s good to see her playfully ribbing me like 
this. It means things can’t be all bad. 

“And one of the things you taught me was if you want 
something you should go all in on it. Don’t let anyone or 
anything get in your way.” 


She steps inside the barn moving closer to me. 


“But you haven’t been around for a few years because you 
were off going all in...on me. And | somehow lost track of 
that intensity that you bring and that | once had myself But 
today | felt it come roaring back. And I’ve been thinking of 
you ever since | became an adult, and especially since you 
came roaring back to us here in Wyoming.” 


She moves even closer as | straighten out my back. 


“And | want you to know that intensity that | see in your eyes 
when you look at me... well, | feel the same.” She moves 
even closer “But |I want to see even more intensity and the 
way to do that is to give your eyes a sight they’ve never 
seen before.” 


Her hands thrust sideways as she rips open her oversized 
coat to reveal she’s only got on a white bra and panty set 
underneath. 


| hear the ting of the pitchfork as it hits the floor, and my jaw 
practically joins it. 


“You are so beautiful,” | say taking a step towards her as she 
continues closing the distance between us. 


| pick up my pace and suddenly I’ve got my hands on her 
hips and I’m jerking her body into mine as my lips come 
crashing down on hers. 


CHAPTER 9 


Cheyenne 


My hands feel the sweat on his shirtless torso from the work 
he was doing as | wrap my arms around him. | feel his 
muscles flex underneath my fingertips and my nails dig into 
his flesh as his kiss gets hungrier and more aggressive. 


“| want you,” | say. 
“| need you,” he moans. 


| feel his hands on my ass and he squeezes hard before | 
suddenly feel my legs come up and off the ground. | wrap 
my legs around his waist as our faces devour each other's. 


My hand comes in between us feeling the ridges of his 
muscles. | flatten my hand and move it along his chest, 
feeling the rock hard muscles there that are like granite. My 
hand continues lower finding the ridge of his chest and the 
beginning of his abs. The grooves are deep, like valleys in- 
between his stomach muscles. 


The distance between our torsos not only allows me to feel 
him but him to feel me. 


He cups my ass with one hand and his other hand shoots up 
in-between us and he rubs a flat palm in-between my tits, 
his outside fingers finding my cleavage and the fabric of my 
bra. 


His hand continues up until it’s just underneath my jaw He 
bends his wrist until his palm is facing up and places it 
underneath my jaw, applying light pressure to the sides of 
my mouth with his thumb on one side and his fingertips on 
the other as my chin rests in his palm. 


“You're mine,” he says. “You understand what that means.” 


| go to nod my head in his grip but it’s too firm. It’s not too 
much, but | definitely know it’s there and | like it. It turns 
me on. 


It gets me hot Knowing how much I make this man of men 
lose control for me. How much he’s wanted me this last 
month and the steps he took to get me. 


“And even though I may have come on stronger than you 
were expecting this morning, | can guarantee you | wasn’t 
going to stop. Only regroup and try again...and keep trying 
until were mine.” 


| moan at the thought of him doing whatever it was going to 
take to get me. To go through hell and high water and to the 
ends of the earth to get me. To move mountains. And these 
aren't just sayings. Cody is a real life cowboy who’s done all 
these things... literally, with the exception of hell. 


But | know life without him would be hell. A lifetime with a 
boy my age as we “figure out” life together? No thanks. | 
want a man who knows what’s going on. One who knows 
how to support and encourage a woman. A man who's 
already figured things out and therefore can be my rock to 
lean on. 


That’s him. That’s Cody. 


And his experience only serves to breed more confidence, 
which he has in spades. 


But what he has right now is a rock hard cock as | feel it 
grind against the underside of my panties. 


“I want you inside me,” | whimper. 


| feel my boots hit the floor quickly and | grab the clasp at 
the back of my bra. 


“Ut uh uh,” he says looking at me like he’s almost angry at 
the thought. “I get to unwrap my own gift,” he says as he 
slides off his cowboy boots and tosses them to the side. 


| can see his massive erection begging to be set free from his 
jeans and when he unhooks that big old belt buckle and 
pulls the rough leather through the belt loops | know I’m 
getting close to seeing just how big Cody is... everywhere. 


He unzips his fly and slides his pants down, his cock 
springing like a diving board as the tip clears the denim, 
only the cotton fabric of his underwear separating it from me 
now. 


“And that’s my gift,” | say looking down at his massive rod. 
“And | get to unwrap it.” 


| move in closer dropping to my knees and then | rub the 
side of my face against the fabric of his briefs as | feel his 
cock twitch against my cheek. 


My fingertips curl around the side of his briefs and | slowly 
lower them down until his cock springs free standing at 
attention right in front of me. 


| stare at its perfect shape and the sheen of pre-come on the 
tip before | take it in both hands. 


It’s still too big. It’s bigger than both of my hands stacked 
on top of one another, and then some. 


| slide my hands up and down the shaft and wonder if | 
might be hurting him. 


| consider licking my hands or trying to take some of him 
inside my mouth first, but something feral takes a hold of 
me and | spit on his rod and then slide my hands up and 
down his shaft. 


“Holy fuck,” he says as his head tips back. 


He reaches for the side of the pen to brace himself and | 
reach for his thigh running my hand down and then up 
feeling his leg flexing as | stroke him as his manliness stares 
me down just inches from my face. 


| may be a virgin, but | do have the Internet so | have an 
idea of what | should do to please him. But again something 
inside me just takes over and all the planning | had for this 
moment goes out the window when my mouth forms an “O” 
shape and my head moves forward taking the tip of his rod 
inside my mouth. 


My mouth quickly finds the ridge of the firm tip and | try and 
slide in more. | take as much as I can not realizing how big 
he was actually. 


| stack my hands on his shaft again stroking him before 
leaving my hand closest to his pubic bone and dropping my 
other to his balls, cupping them as my head bobs up and 
down on his rod. 


“Right there. Just like that,” he says as | hear the metal pen 
rattle as his arm muscles twitch and his grip goes hard as 
steel as he steadies himself 


| feel his other hand find the top of my head and he moves 
in unison with me. He’s letting me be in complete control, 

his hand just resting there, not forcing himself inside me or 
being aggressive at all...thank god. There’s no way | could 
take more of him. Not now. Not this first time. 


As I’m cupping his balls | feel them start to rise and | know 
what that means, but before | can say or do anything his 
hand slides down the back of my hand and down my back 
finding my strap, unhooking my bra and | feel my breasts 
fall free. 


His hands grab my shoulders and he jerks me up and to my 
feet, spinning me around as the popping sound of his cock 
flipping out of the inside of my mouth echoes throughout 
the barn. 


| feel his hand come down on my ass hard and then he slides 
a flat palm up my spinal column causing my nerve endings 
to pulse shooting boiling blood throughout my body. 

His hand continues up until it’s in between my shoulder 
blades and then he slides his hands around and takes my 
breasts, pulling my body back into his. 

“| need you so damn bad right now,” | say. 


“Take me,” | say. 


“You deserve better than this.” 


“I want this. I’m a country girl and you’re a cowboy. We 
don’t need pretty. We need animalistic.” 


He exhales hard in my ear from behind and then a groan 
escapes him from his belly and exits through the thick vocal 
cords of his throat. 


| push my ass out more, grinding it into his bare cock. 
“Fuck me, Cody,” | say as | twist my head back towards him. 


| stare into his eyes with a hunger so deep that he must 
sense it. One hand comes off my tit and he puts a finger at 
the opening of my mouth. | slide my head forward taking it 
as | watch his expression change from hunger to a complete 
loss of control. 


My panties are soaked and | want nothing more than for him 
to rip them off, and that’s exactly what he does. 


| hear the cotton tear as his big, thick, calloused fingers pull 
them across the side of my ass exposing me to him. 


A cool breeze whips across my ass before a hot hand comes 
crashing down on it. He leaves his hand there squeezing my 
ass hard. He grinds his palm into the flesh turning it up in 
his hand like he’s kneading bread or something and this 
barn feels hot as an oven now. 


“How does it feel to know you’re seconds away from being 
mine?” he moans into my ear. 


“Seconds feel like hours. Too long. Take me now, Cody,” | 
whimper. 


His hand rolls over with his fingers pointing down as he 
Slides in closer, his cock thumping against the bottom of my 
ass. 


“l'm in charge here and l'Il take you when I’m ready.” 


| moan at his dominance and feel my pussy literally dripping 
down the inside of my thighs now. 


He grabs his rod lining it up at my opening and then runs it 
down between my folds lubricating his already wet tip even 
more. 


“Inside me,” | say, arching my back trying to will his dick 
into my slit. 


“You're pussy is mine now. You're mine now. You understand 
me?” 


“Uh huh,” escapes me, but I can’t think straight anyways. 
All | know is there’s no going back after this, nor do | want 
to. 


| want him, now and forever | want this. This life of passion 
that’s so uncontrollable it brings out the animal inside each 
of us each and every day we’re together which I know will be 
for eternity. 


But right now eternity is what it feels like waiting on him to 
claim me. | want it so damn bad and | know he does too, but 
when his hand runs back down along my back | feel goose 
bumps cover my body | can’t deny how much | love the 
anticipation. And if the appetizer is this good | can only 
imagine what the main course is going to be like. 


“You're mine, Cheyenne...” He takes one of my hands and 
brings it around back putting it on his ass, pressing his hand 
hard over the top of it telling me to get a firm grip. “... 
forever,” he says as | feel his ass muscle flex and his hips 
move forward as he enters me for the first time. 


My eyes close and my breathing stops for a second as | feel 
my walls open for him before he pulls back, careful not to 
exit me. 


“Oh my god you feel incredible,” he says. | can hear him 
breathing hard. “You okay, beautiful?” he asks. 


“Yeah,” | say as my breath catches. “I can take more.” 
“You sure? You'd tell me if it’s too much?” 
“It’s perfect. | want more,” | say. 


My hand comes off his ass and joins my other as it grips the 
metal of the side of the pen and his hips slide forward again 
causing my body to move in unison and the metal to rattle 
again. 


“Deeper,” | say and his hips slide back and then forward 
again his cock gliding through my walls. 


His position behind me allows him to get so deep | feel as if 
the two of us are one person, and that’s how | want our 
connection to feel always. 


He continues moving in and out of me and | know he could 
go even deeper, but | can’t help but appreciate that he 
doesn’t completely let loose on me. | wouldn’t be able to 
take it all right now. 


But I will. As | get more and more used to him it will happen. 
But right now this is more than enough. 


His pace quickens and the rattling reaches a fever pitch like 
I’m trapped and | want to get out. 


And something is trapped deep inside me. Tension, stress, 
and the orgasm that I’ve never had. 


And when | feel his hands take my hips and we move 
together as one I know I’m getting close to experiencing my 
first climax thanks to him. 


“Faster,” I say. “Let yourself go, Cody.” 


“Uhhh. Uh. Uhhhhh,” comes from his throat, a gravelly 
sound that matches the man 


The fence continues to rattle and | feel the straw beneath 
our feet move and fly as my boots slide along the concrete 
beneath, having dug a hole through the straw I was standing 
on. 


“Cody, l'm... I’m... gonna...l'm coming!” | yell as my eyes 
close tight, my fingers grip the metal harder than ever 
before and suddenly a wave washes through me and then 
every tightened muscle relaxes as | climax on him just as | 
feel his warm seed enter me. 


“Ahhhh!” he yells as he fills me, the tip of his rod pulsing 
against my spot as a second eruption enters me and then a 
third. 


My head spins and | don’t even know which way is up until | 
feel his scorching skin come down against my back. 


“You're so hot,” | say. 


“No, you’re hot, beautiful,” he says and | can’t help but 
smile. 


“But | can barely stand right now,” he says as he pants for 
air. 


“My knees are so shot,” | say. 


He wraps those big arms around me and carefully guides us 
down into the straw without removing his dick from inside 
me. 


“Time for a romp in the hay?” he says. 


| laugh and then get one of his very rare laughs followed by 
a smirk. 


“What in the heck do you call what just happened?” 


“That? That was called me claiming you. Me making you 
mine. Me showing you just how much | want you to be my 
wife, the mother of my children, my everything. That’s what 
| call that.” 


“Okay... well, then that was a good start then,” | joke. “You 
definitely got my attention when it comes to those things,” | 
laugh. “But there’s one thing you forgot,” | say. 


“| didn’t forget anything. You’re all that now You’re mine, 
woman.” 


“Still one thing you’re leaving out.” | look at him and he 
doesn’t budge. He’s looking at me with a confidence that 


tries to call a bluff. It’s like his expression says that he 
thought of everything and there’s no way in the world there 
could be anything else. 

But there is. 


“You're mine, just like I’m yours,” | say. 


“Always,” he says and our two lips meet and we pick up right 
where we left off. 


CHAPTER 10 


Cody 


Cheyenne asked me to give her a few days to tell her dad 
about us. 


| insisted that | should ride over there right away and tell 
him like a man, but she says she knows him best and wants 
to be the one to tell him. 


| don’t like it one bit. He’s gonna feel like | went behind his 
back so we agreed to do it together, but she said she’s not 
ready just yet. 


| respect my friend, but | also need to respect my ladies 
wishes. We can wait a few days but we need to do this as 
soon as possible. 


| reach inside the fridge and look at what’s on tonight’s 
menu. Ham as always. 


Man, how much | wish the two of us were sitting down toa 
nice family meal right now. Just the two of us with some hot 
food. She said she’d cook for me once things get squared 
away. As much as | like that idea I’d be just as happy 
ordering food all the time. | don’t need my woman to know 
what it feels like to have to put her hands in soapy water to 
wash dishes or to do any kind of household chores or 
cooking. We can get alive in maid and cook as far as I’m 
concerned. 


| want my woman to live the good life. As a man that’s part 
of my responsibility. Plus she’s a woman of the twenty-first 
century. She’s focused on her work and she needs time to 
do that. It’s what she loves and it provides her with a lot of 
satisfaction and growth. Cooking and cleaning only takes 
away from that. 


I’ve got so many plans for her, for us. | just can’t wait to get 
her into my house so the two of us can make it a home. 


| pull back the aluminum lid on a can of baked beans and 
dump them into a bowl before shoving them into the 
microwave. 


This is no way to live. | can’t believe | even made it this 
long. 


And how did | even consider this kind of life was acceptable? 
Not anymore. 


Why? Because of her. 


| was never the guy who needed a woman. | was more than 
happy on my own. But when the woman came along... the 
woman of my dreams that is, then | quickly realized that | 
had to have her and this old way of living, this bachelor life, 
was a thing of the past. No way could I ever go back to this 
again, even though | find myself doing it tonight. 


But | know she'll be here with me soon and we can get to 
work on filling this house up with a bunch of little kids. How 
cool is that going to be? 


Shoot...the way she had me today in the barn...the way she 
had me losing control...| wouldn’t be surprised if she’s 
pregnant already. 


Wouldn't that be great. 


A son on the first try Or even a daughter. It doesn’t matter, 
as long as it’s a child with her Our child. 


| flip on the TV and see an old movie with Clint Eastwood is 
about ready to start. 


The lone gunman. The man who rides into town and saves 
the day. 


Well times sure have changed haven’t they? 


Because she’s the woman who rode into my life and 
changed everything. 


Cowgirls are the new cowboys in some regards | guess. 


Because she certainly saved the day. She saved more than 
that actually. 


She saved me from never knowing what love is and now that 
| do I’m going to spend the rest of my life showing her, and 
our family, just how much love I’ve got for them. 


“Right, Clint?” | say to the TV. 


“You got a problem with that,” he says almost as if the 
movie’s right on cue with my thinking. 


“No problem at all, mister,” | say to Clint onthe TV. “Asa 
matter of fact the only problem is that | didn’t make her 
mine sooner.” 


CHAPTER 11 


Cheyenne 


I’m sure a lot of girls would have wanted a nice, comfy, 
romantic first time, but not me. 


| wanted exactly what | got. | wanted to be taken by the 
man who was my first, and only, crush in life. 


The man who makes me feel things that no one else on earth 
can. Just one look from him has my heart racing, and to be 
able to feel his heart racing as | lay there with him after felt 
like I’d really accomplished something. 


Sometimes | wonder what a young and inexperienced 
tomboy like me really has to offer him. 


But some things don’t need to be explained. He wants me 
and | want him and that’s that. 


Although | still need to explain that to my dad. 


But as simple as it seems it’s so much more than that. Cody 
does want me, but in more ways than just the physical. He 
wants me to succeed in life. He’s even risking his entire 
farm on it, but why? 


| look out my window across the vast landscape and try and 
think of the ways. 


Cody had plenty of money from the work he did abroad, so 
it’s not like a desperate attempt to get money. | mean if my 


research pays off it sure will pay us handsomely, but he 
didn’t need that. He’s a simple guy who can eat beans and 
wieners around a campfire three hundred and sixty-five days 
a year if he has to. So it’s not about money. And it’s not like 
my family comes from money either. 


There’s also the familiarity aspect of him being my dad’s 
best friend, but he never looked at me that way when | was 
younger. Then again I was too young to catch his eye back 
then. | have to admit that now the idea of how tight we can 
all be sounds pretty cool. | highly doubt my dad will be into 
it from the start, but once he warms up to it how amazing 
will it be for him to have his daughter and his best friend 
together? | mean he trusts Cody like no other, although that 
trust may hit a soeed bump when | tell him what’s going on 
between the two of us. 


But back to my original question. Why is Cody so interested 
in...me? Ido think I’m an interesting person and I’m trying 
to do good things, but Cody’s all in. What drives a man to 
such lengths? 


There can be only one answer. 

True love. 

And that’s what makes me feel so cared for and special. 
Sure the way | lost my virginity was amazing and l'II have 
that story forever, but what’s more important is that | know 
I'll have him forever. He wants to be my everything. My 
rock. My biggest supporter My husband. | heard him say 


it. He’s already thinking about our family. 


The thought hadn’t really crossed my mind, but then again 
Cody was halfway around the world for all those years too. 


Plus if | was being honest with myself | didn’t know if he’d 
ever come back. Or if maybe he’d met someone down 
there? It’s not like | would have known. Cody’s not the type 
to use modern electronics or communication methods. He 
barely uses an old rotary dial phone or even sends 
postcards. It’s just not his way. 


He’s a cowboy after all. My cowboy and I’m his cowgirl. 


And | know that now that he’s lassoed me I’m going to be his 
forever. 


| smile at just how perfect this all is. 


Now just to figure out a plan to make sure my dad thinks it’s 
as perfect as we do. 


CHAPTER 12 


Cody 


Three days later 


| like the idea of telling Jackson about the two of us ata 
barbecue. | don’t like the idea that there will be sharp 
objects and propane tanks nearby when we tell him. 


Jackson and | are big dudes and we’ve wrestled before. It’s 
just playful these days, but we did have some pretty good 
goes at each other when we were kids. 


But we’re not kids anymore and this is his kid we’re talking 
about. Once he realizes I’m serious he might flip and all hell 
could break loose. 


“Another Bud,” | say to Jackson. 


“Sure thing,” Jackson says. “Gotta do something to beat this 
heat.” 


| reach into the cooler and pull out two bottles. Why didn’t | 
go with cans? A broken bottle can easily become a deadly 
weapon. I’m not scared of Jackson, but | do respect him. 
And | feel like a high school kid who needs to win the 
respect of his date’s father right now This is so weird. It’s 
like all those years of trust are on the line and that maybe 
they don’t even matter for much of anything right now. 


| just need the right moment to tell him. Shoot, | can’t 
believe I’m even beating around the bush here! This is not 


me at all. 


But I’m sticking to the plan that Cheyenne laid out. Geta 
few beers in him, get a burger in his belly and then go for it. 


Do it in the backyard where he’s always most comfortable. 
People are just as territorial as animals and the smart play is 
to do it on his home turf where he’s in charge. Everything 
around him will be familiar and comfortable...except for my 
words. 


“Thanks, brother,” Jackson says as | hand him the beer. 
“You're welcome my brother from another mother,” | say. 
We clink glasses and take a swig. 

“Burgers are ready by the way,” Jackson says reaching for 
the tongs. “Cheyenne! You got the good buns?” he yells 
into her She’s in the house mixing up the potato salad. 
Oh yeah, she’s got the good buns all right. 

“Got ‘em. I’m coming now.” 

I’m coming. She’s been making me say that non-stop and 
vice versa the last three days. Why does everything 
suddenly sound like sex with my best friend’s daughter? 
This isn’t helping at all. 

Cheyenne comes bounding out of the house in short shorts 
and a white T-shirt which she’s tied off above her belly 


button. Damn, she looks good enough to eat herself I'd 
gladly trade all these delicious burgers for one bite of her. 


But | realize there’s no way that’s happening right now when 
Jackson's eyes scan her outfit and then scan my expression. 
He looks back at her “Those clothes are a bit... friendly, 
aren’t they?” 

“It’s summer. They're cute and I’m hot,” she says. 

Oh yes you are hot. 

Jackson grunts something and we sit down to eat. 

Not fifteen minutes later we’ve both grubbed three burgers 
each, a lemonade, and another beer Cowboys don’t have to 
be told to eat when there’s a hot meal on the table 

“Got some Cuban cigars, Jackson. Want to light them up?” 
“Let’s do it,” he says and around the backyard we go. 

| feel my heart rate pick up and I know I’m getting close. | 
can’t remember the last time | was nervous about anything. 
Shoot I’ve stared down a giant black bear, got tossed from 
some of the meanest bucking broncs, and fell off the roof of 
a house before when | was helping a buddy out with some 
construction. 


Those were all nothing compared to this. 


“How have things been since you've got back?” Jackson 
says. 


“Really good,” | say. 
“You meet anybody down there in the land down under?” 


“Nope. Was just focused on my work.” 


“Always were...and | was meaning to ask you about that. | 
noticed you put up a new barn on the back of your property. 
Back there where no one could see it.” 

“Well, not no one if you found it.” 

“Yeah. Makes me wonder what you’re up to,” he says. | 
hand him the cigar | just cut and take the other for myself 
We light them and get them started. 


“Yeah, | got some plans based on some new research that’s 
been coming out.” 


“New research? Did I hear about this.” 


“| would guess you probably did,” I say thinking he probably 
heard a lot about it when Cheyenne was working on it. 


“Who funded the study?” 

“University of Wyoming,” | say. 

“Right here in Laramie?” 

“Yep.” 

“There was a study that went down here that was so good 
you went and built that big ol’ barn out there and plan to 
take advantage of it?” 

“Not take advantage, Jackson. Partner” 

“Well, look at you making moves. You're about to get rich 


aren't you? And you’re smart to be careful about it, keeping 
it a secret.” 


Jackson takes a big puff of his cigar “I’m just wondering 
who you know over at the university,” he asks. 


“Oh...you know. Some people you know.” 
“| don’t know anybody over there,” he says. 
“I wouldn’t say that,” | say. 


“I don’t. Not a soul,” he says. “I mean just Cheyenne, but 
she doesn’t really count, she’s just a student.” 


“Oh she counts all right. She counts for a lot more than a 
lot.” 


Jackson pulls the cigar from his lips and his gaze turns from 
the pristine landscape towards me. | don’t turn my head to 
meet his though. Not yet. 


“Cheyenne ran a study over there? You talking about the 
lambs? You know about that one?” 


“Yeah. | think it’s got some real legs to it. People these days 
really value the way animals are treated, and | think it’s a 
good thing too.” 


“So do l, but not sure how that leads to you building that 
barn.” 


“Well, I think Cheyenne’s really on to something and | want 
to stay on top of her cutting edge research by being right 
there with her every step of the way..side by side.” 


| feel a big hand slap me on the back. “Stay on top of 
her..research. That’s a strange way to word it. At first | 


almost thought you meant something else,” Jackson says as 
he takes another puff of his cigar and stares straight back 
out at the landscape. 


| try and make an awkward smile, but it doesn’t really work. 
“No,” | begin, readying myself for a punch or whatever might 
follow. “I’d never speak about her in that way, but | do want 
to be right there with her in more ways than one.” 


Jackson turns back toward me and gives me a confused look. 
“Jackson. | didn’t plan this, but it just happened.” 
“What. Just. Happened?” 


“I’m in love with your daughter and | want to marry her. And 
I’m asking you permission to take her hand in marriage and | 
want you there to walk her down the aisle.” 


The cigar falls from his lips and thankfully he waters the 
grass in his backyard because he has no intention of picking 
that thing up anytime soon or stomping it out. 


“Did | have one too many Budweisers or did you just say you 
want to marry my daughter and you want me to be cool with 
all of it?” 


“Yeah, that’s what | said,” | say, not trying to sound 
challenging or standoffish. 


Jackson looks back toward the landscape. “Uh huh,” comes 
from his throat but his mouth stays closed. It’s as if he’s 
pondering what | just said and all the different ways he can 
wring my neck right about now. 


But even though I’m wondering how he’s going to react or 
what he’s going to say there’s one thing that matters above 
all else. 


Her. And she’s mine. So at the end of the day his words 
don’t matter. 


l'Il give up everything, including our friendship, for her. 


| prefer not to have to, but I’m willing to. No ifs, ands or buts 
and no looking back. 


He turns back to me and looks me dead in the eye. 


“You know | always wondered when Cheyenne would bring a 
guy to the house. | just never knew it would be a man. And 
not just any man, but the man | respect more than any in 
the world. Am I shocked? | was for a second, but not really 
anymore. Because although I never knew it would be a man 
| can’t say | didn’t expect it. It’s how her mother and | raised 
her” 


He turns to me and extends his hand. “This is the part 
where | would say ‘be good to her and treat her right,’ but 
because it’s you | already know she’ in the best hands 
possible. And l'Il be proud to watch you put a ring on that 
finger on her wedding day.” 


| shake his hand and we quickly embrace like real men. I’m 
not sure if we’ve ever hugged one another before nor will we 
ever again, but there’s a time and place for it and that time 
is now... even if it’s only once in a lifetime. 

Because she’s a once in a lifetime kinda girl. My girl. 


“What did | miss?” she says as she sees the two of us. 


“Nothing. As a matter of fact you’re right on time,” | say. 
“Why don’t you join us.” 


CHAPTER 13 


Cheyenne 


| set down the pitcher of lemonade and the extra beers and 
walk over to the guys. I’m not sure why they were just 
hugging and if | should be concerned or excited. This is 
unchartered territory for me. Not just the nervousness of my 
dad finding out and how he might react, but seeing the two 
of them share a moment like that. They just don’t do that. 
Ever 


As | arrive at the spot where Cody is standing he reaches out 
a hand. | put my hand in his and look at him and then my 
dad. 


Nothing but poker faces from the both of them. 


Cody slowly drops to one knee and | see him pull a black 
velvet box out of his pocket with his other hand. He flips it 
open with a twist of his thumb and inside is a sparkling 
diamond bigger than I’ve ever seen and more incredible 
than | could have ever expected. 


“Cheyenne. You are mine. Mine and mine alone. And I am 
yours. Yours and yours alone. Your father, and my best 
friend, has just agreed to do us the honor of walking you 
down the aisle on our wedding day and giving you over to 
me so you can Officially be mine forever. Forever for the 
entire world to see so | can love you, honor you, and support 
you in anything and everything you want to do in this life. 
And the next step in our life together is accepting this ring 
and wearing it so the entire world can knows who you 


belong to and who belongs to you...forever Will you marry 
me?” 


| look into his eyes and see my future in them. | can imagine 
our children running free in these lands. | can imagine our 
daughters growing up just like | did...as tomboys. And I can 
imagine they will have what | never had a chance to have... 
siblings, and especially brothers. 


Brothers who can watch over them and protect them always, 
just as | know Cody will do for me. | am his after all...just as 
soon as | Say... 


“Yes, | can’t wait to marry you and shout it from the 
mountaintops telling the entire world that I’m your woman.” 


He slides the ring on my finger and then stands, sweeping 
me right up off my feet and planting his lips on mine 


As it turns out | was worried about nothing. | knew Cody was 
the one for me and so did my dad. | can’t wait to tell my 
mom on the phone. | know those oil people she’s meeting 
with in Houston will take her out celebrating just like the 
three of us are going to celebrate, and then celebrate all 
over again when mom gets back home. 


Because that’s what life is all about in the first place... 
family. And now | get to start mine with the only man I’ve 
ever been with and ever will be. My perfect match from the 
start. 


And the man who will be my lover, my confidant, my 
husband, and the father to our children and grandfather to 
their children on these beautiful lands of Wyoming for as 
long as the sun rises in the east and sets in the west. 


Till the end of time. 


Because he’s mine and l'm his... forever. 


EPILOGUE 


Cheyenne 
Five years later 
“No perfume and wear your hair down.” 


Part of me says to argue but another part of me says that 
Cody knows what's best. 


“Okay, but can | at least know why?” I ask. 


“Because the best scent in the world is that intoxicating 
smell of yours and your hair turns me on. You know that.” 


“Thank you for complimenting me. You’re making me feel 
more like a beauty queen than a mother right now.” 


“You're both. My beauty queen and mother to my children. 
The one and only.” 


“Awww. Thank you, my caring cowboy,” | say as | move in 
closer and give hima hug. “But is there another reason.” 


a No.” 
“You sure it’s not because you don’t want me to attract 
animals with my smell and give mountain lions a target by 


exposing my neck.” 


“Talk dirty to me,” he says. 


| slap him on the arm. 


“Woman, the fact that you know how these lands work and 
how to survive sure is a turn on. But no. | said what | said 
for the reasons | said.” 


I’m not sure if | should believe him or this is just his 
possessiveness again. | know he doesn’t like me to dress up 
whenever | leave the house. He says my body is his and not 
for some other man to ogle at. | agree with him. But now 
he’s worried about animals chasing after me? Regardless 
he’s obsessed with my safety if that is the reason, and if not 
it sure feels good to know | still turn him on after five years 
together. 


And do! ever turn him on. He reminds me about ten times a 
day when he grabs me hard from behind when I’m least 
expecting...or from the side or from the front. 


When I snapping beans he threatens to snap me. 


When I'm folding clothes he says he can bend me in some of 
those positions and live out our wildest fantasies. 


And he always delivers. 


And he’s mine to the core. He never so much as looks at 
other women not to mention he barely even leaves the 
house. 


He’s either with me and the kids or working with our sheep 
operation in some way. We’ve cracked the code on an 
ethical and sustainable way to harvest wool. And not only 
that it’s of a higher quality and strength and our practices 
have won numerous awards from animal rights activists for 
our zero-harm pledge which Cody is obsessed about. 


Just like he’s obsessed about his very own zero-harm pledge 
to his family. He’s got electric fences and all kinds of other 
security measures all around our yard so our kids can roam 
free and play without worry of suddenly coming face to face 
with a bear or other dangerous wild animal. 


He controls every possible measure of their safety down to 
the very last detail. What would seem tiring to most is all in 
a day’s work for dad. 


But this weekend he’s just my good ol’ Cody again. 


My mom and dad are watching Casper and Afton for the next 
week as we explore the northern part of Wyoming. 


For most people the idea of vacationing so close to home 
might not sound ideal, but to the two of us it’s perfect. 
There’s nothing we like more than to be in nature in a part of 
the world we love more than any other. 


And these lands are so open and free that we’ve already 
spent most of the first day free of our clothing... swimming in 
the crystal clear lake and making love all night on a blanket 
while a campfire crackled just feet away We woke up 
smelling like that campfire and as crazy as it sounds it 
smelled sexy as heck and led right into another session this 
morning and then another dip in the river. 


But that’s how we do it out here. I’m a tomboy through and 
through and he’s all man. It takes a real man to be with a 
woman like me and Cody isn’t just a real man, he’s the only 
man. The only one for me. 


| feel his hand on the back of my neck and he leans in 
sniffing me. “Damn you smell so good,” he says. “So sweet 


like a flower garden in the spring.” 


“And you smell like the woods in the fall. One of my favorite 
smells.” 


“And tonight we’re going to smell like that campfire all over 
again,” he says. 


| smile and lean in and he leans down and kisses me. 

“You even taste sweet,” he says. 

He takes a step forward and we're off together After a solid 
five minutes of walking | notice his hand is still on the back 
of my neck. 

“Is it uncomfortable for you to walk like that?” 


“Like what? With my wife next tome Never” 


“No, silly With your elbow up and your hand around the 
back of my neck. Or let me guess...” 


“I’m showing any animals who are lurking that you’re mine. 
Mine and only mine and not to mess with you or they'll be 
messing with me.” 

“You're crazy. Absolutely crazy,” | say. 

“Crazy for you.” 

“And should we stand up straight and tall too? I’m sure they 
smell our dominance, but it’s probably better if they see it 


too.” I’m saying it playfully, but it is based in a lot of fact. 


“It’s a good idea, but it’s not necessary,” he says. 


| consider not biting on his comment, but | can’t resist. 
“Care to share the reason why?” 


“Because I’m here. And any animal of any kind, human or 
beast, knows better than to mess with what’s mine... or 
they'll have to get through me and that means they better 
plan on killing me first ‘cause nothing and nobody is getting 
to you. That’s a promise.” 


| lean in closer and wrap my arm around him. He’s my very 
own personal protector. He might be possessive and 
obsessive some of the time, okay most of the time, but I sure 
would rather have a man who cares about me and my family 
maybe a bit too much than one who’s apathetic, 
disinterested, or any of the things Cody’s not. 


“And | promise that l'Il always be grateful that you are 
exactly the way you are,” I say. “And | love you just the way 
you are. Please don’t ever change,” | say. 


“Never,” he says stopping and turning me to face him. 
“Because I’m completely addicted to you and even if | 
wanted to, which no way in hell do I, | couldn’t change if | 
tried. Even when | get you twenty-four hours a day it’s not 
even close to enough. You’re all I think about. All I dream 
about. And all I want to do is make our family bigger and 
bigger together.” 


“Well with all the love making we’ve been having so far on 
this trip I’m sure there’s a good possibility our family of four 
will be a family of five in about nine months.” 


“Six would be better.” 


“Twins?” | ask. 


“You're right. Seven. Triplets. Three is the best number... 
after two.” 


“Why two?” 


“Because the best thing that ever happened to me was 
becoming half of the two of us.” 


“Awww,” | say and I hug him again. 
But | already feel something poking me in the stomach. 


“Does that thing ever go down?” | ask looking at his 
manliness. 


“Not when you're around. Never.” 
“And that’s how we're going to go from four to five.” 
“Or seven. Let’s hope for the best.” 


| just shake my head and last. “Let’s just hope I’m able to 
walk after this weekend is over.” 


“If you're feet get tired you know what to do.” 


“What’s that?” | ask. | honestly don’t know where he’s going 
with this. 


“Just tell me and l'Il carry you all weekend.” 
“| don’t want to be slung over your shoulder all weekend.” 


“Not like that. That’s not how a man carries his woman. I'd 
carry you like the way | carried you through the threshold of 


our home after our wedding.” 

“All week out here.” 

“All week.” 

“You sure your arms wouldn’t get tired?” 


“How can | get tired of something | love to do? Plus you’re 
light as a feather.” 


“I'm light as a feather? Even after two kids?” 


“You'll always be light as a feather because every moment 
with you is like I’m on cloud nine.” 


| give him a big hug and wonder how this manly man 
became so romantic with his words over the years. The best 
thing | Know is that it isn’t practiced or forced. He says 
everything naturally and with ease. He speaks the truth at 
all times and it only makes his words that much more 
powerful knowing that | know it’s coming from a place of 
honesty and from his heart. 


And my heart will always belong to him... my possessive 
cowboy. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Cheyenne 
Fifteen more years later 
“Another drink, miss?” the waiter by the pool asks as he 
winks at me. He’s about my age and I’m not sure if he’s 
trying to flatter me or actually hit on me, but either way this 
is about to be really bad news for him. 


| cringe as | see Cody’s big hand come down on the back of 
his shirt, pulling the bartender back. 


“It’s Mrs.” he growls into his ear “And she doesn’t want 
anything that you have to offer... got it.” 


“Yes, sin” 

I’ve known Cody long enough to know “got it” wasn’t a 
question and he didn’t Say it like it was either. But this guy 
is clearly terrified and Cody’s never one to play games. 

He moves his hands across hovering the waiter’s body over 
the water. All Cody has to do is release his grip and this 
guy’s shift is over, unless he brought a change of clothes. 
“I’m sorry, sir,” he says. 


“Don’t apologize to me. Apologize to her,” Cody says. 


“I'm sorry, ma’am. | didn’t know.” 


“Next time look at the rock on her finger and ask yourself if 
it’s a good idea to be winking at a married woman,” Cody 
says. “Mine or anyone else’s.” 


“Yes, sir” 


Cody brings his arm back around and the man with it. He 
releases his grip and the waiter scurries back behind the bar 
and out of sight. 


“How did you know he winked at me?” | ask. 


“| just figured, plus | Saw you cringe. That told me all | 
needed to know.” 


“These Californians sure do have an interesting way of being 
friendly,” | say. 


“Too friendly,” Cody says. “We’re going to have a great time 
on this vacation, but so far | can’t say | don’t miss the open 
lands and the freedom we have.” 


“You mean like freedom from neighbors?” 


“Exactly,” he says taking a seat on a beach chair next to 
me. “We can pick our neighbors and when we want to 
spend time with them we can. When we don’t, we don’t. 
Out here it’s like they’re all stacked on top of one another. 
How can they live like that?” 


“| guess they’re just used to it.” 


“| guess you're right. And the worst part? No horses 
anywhere.” 


“They have horses in California. Lots of them actually.” 
“Not any that I’ve seen.” 

“You mean in town?” 

“That’s exactly what | mean.” 


| laugh a bit and try to hide it, but | can’t. “You’d take Bullet 
out on the freeway?” 


“Bullet’s getting up there in the years, but I’d take Rocket 
out fora spin. She’s better than any of these fancy cars 
they’ve got here. A car gets you from point ato point b. A 
horse does the same plus it can work all day without 
complaining and if you treat her right a horse can be a great 
friend.” 

“| guess they don’t see things that way.” 

“| guess not.” Cody looks around. “Where are the kids?” 

al Th ey’re—” 


“Wait, one second,” he says. He pulls out his mobile phone 
and clicks on something. 


“What app did you download now?” 

“LittleOneLocator.” 

“LittleOneLocator?” 

“Yeah, goofy name, but it keeps an eye on your little ones.” 


“Our kids aren’t so little anymore.” 


“I know, but they'll always be little to me...and l'Il always be 
keeping an eye on them.” 


“How in the world do you plan on doing that?” 

“GPS.” 

“But don’t you...need...to... What did you do, Cody?” 
“The chip is in their shoes. They’ll never know.” 
“Cody!” 


“This is a big city. I’m not letting anything happen to them 
or to you.” 


“Wait a minute.” 


“You know l'Il buy you any pair of shoes you want while 
we're here, but you gotta wear your sandals or your cowgirl 
boots until we get home.” 


“Me too?” 


“They've got crime here, Cheyenne. I’m not having it. This 
is a family holiday, but dad’s never fully on holiday. Looking 
out for his family is a full time commitment.” 


“You mean a full time job.” 


“Commitment. Big difference. A job is something you do for 
money. A commitment is something you’re committed to... 
from your heart. And you know I’m committed to my family 
with everything I’ve got.” 


“I know. You just reminded me again, and ‘introduced’ that 
waiter to your ‘commitment. ” 


| look over as Cody navigates the app and searches for the 
kids. The guy who didn't care for anything tech how times 
have changed. 

“They're in the room. Probably getting ready.” 

“They'll be fine, honey.” 

“| know. | brought a friend of mine out to watch our six.” 


“You what?” 


“My buddy from my days in Australia. He’s gonna be my 
extra eyes and ears this week. You won’t even notice him.” 


“You mean the huge guy over in the beach chair over there 
by himself.” 


“Okay, you might notice him,” Cody says. 
| can’t help but laugh. 


As always Cody’s planned everything out, but as always he 
also hasn’t told us. He’s the Type A personality so we don’t 
have to be. He gets everything sorted out and just lets 
everything happen while he enjoys the surprises on our 
faces. That’s how he gets his satisfaction. For being a guy 
who takes a lot of getting used to in the beginning, he’s sure 
is more of a giver than a taker. He never asks for anything, 
other than our family to have a great time all the time. 


And that’s just another reason why | love him. 


And so do Casper, Afton, Sheridan, Lander, and Kaycee. We 
didn’t have triplets with Sheridan, Lander, and Kaycee, but 
we sure did get three more kids to love. 


And now our little family isn’t so little anymore. We're seven 
strong and the boys certainly got Cody’s size and strength. 
Because when | say we’re strong | mean the boys in our 
house are really strong. The University of Wyoming has 
already extended a scholarship to Casper, and Lander’s 
been on their radar for quite some time. 


“Dad, this fell out of my shoe,” Lander says as he comes up 
from behind us handing Cody the GPS chip. 


“How did that get there?” 

| put my hand over my face and just shake my head. I’m so 
used to it it’s funny, but I’ve never seen Cody’s plans 
backfire. l'II call him on it, but not in-front of the kids. We 
never argue to begin with, and we certainly wouldn’t want to 
look like we’re divided in front of our children. 

“You kids going to go for a swim?” | ask. 

“Yeah! Last one in’s a rotten egg!” Kaycee yells as she takes 
off and dives right in followed by four more splashes, two of 
which being cannonballs. 

“Your chip fell out,” | say. 


“Hardly. That was the decoy. Now they think they can slip 
away without being detected, but they can’t.” 


“You put two chips in our shoes?” 


“One I wanted them to find and one they won't,” I say. 


“Cody, what’s wrong with you?” | joke. 


“Nothing. It’s just these big cities I’m worried about. What’s 
wrong with the people in them?” 


“Relax, honey. We're on vacation.” 


“Vacation to me is taking our family out into the woods 
Camping or fishing or hunting.” 


“| know.” | reach over and take his hand. “Thank you for 
bringing us to Hollywood. The kids are so exited and | know 
we're all gonna have a great time. You too.” 


“| always have a great time when I’m with my family. You 
know that.” 


“| know.” 


We lean across the distance that separates our chairs and 
kiss. Suddenly we feel water splash us in the face. 


We turn and look to see the kids having a bit of fun with us. 
“Ready?” Cody asks. 

“Ready,” | say. 

We jump up from our chairs and run to the water, never 
losing grip of the other’s hand, even as we splash into the 


water... together. 


One of many spontaneous moments that I’m sure will 
foreshadow a whole lot more to come on our trip here. 


He may be possessive, planning and plotting to aT, but he 
always knows how to cut loose and enjoy each and every 
second with his family and that’s what matters most. 

“Come here, everybody,” he says. 

We all swim together towards the shallow end of the pool 
and Cody wraps us all up in a hug, or as close as he can. His 
arms are big and strong, but not quite long enough. 

But it’s okay. It’s more like we wrap him up in a hug. 


He’s a possessive cowboy who likes to remind us that we’re 
all his...his pride and joy and his everything. 


But he’s ours too. Our everything. 


And he belongs to us and only us and we'll never let him 
go... we’re keeping him forever all for ourselves. :) 
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